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Light-and-Shadow Colour
Glory to Thee in field and vineyard, SourceDivine!
Requicken woods and sward, in duskiest house prevail.
From darting eye of newt to swan's wing slip and shine,
From magnitude of line
To minim of detail
Thou, calling to joy the sister, twin-born, sombre,
Who lies and lengthens out beside her brother bright,
Hast known of all that charms to find a doubled number;
No mourning, muted umber,
Shade, richer than the light.
Sun! giving to air its silvers and its roses;
In fount or mud or shrub obscure an avatar!
Stripped of thy sorcerer's call that wakes them and transposes
To strange apotheosis,
Tkmgs were hi what they are.
After the Hymn of Chanticleer to the Sun by Edmond Rostand
Writers about what it is their pleasure to call 'the Naughty
Nineties' .have been too exclusively engrossed in the 'de-
cadents* of that period, fascinated by a cult of 'strange
^ sins' and general perversity, The sins or vices in question
are no more than two: both unhappily familiar, and the limits of perversity
are quickly reached, since only virtue is infinite. The other chase ends in
dead boredom, such $ the tedious monstrosities on which the well-named
painter Bosch lavished so high a painter's virtuosity. Wilde exploited
wittily a trick of inversion borrowed from De Quincey; Ernest Dowson,
with his one memorable and cynical line, was not the leading poet of the
time; that place is shared by Housman and Yeats. The brilliant devilries
of Beardsley's spider-line took the fancy of all Europe, but his was only cm
in that bright focus of the talents whose name and record have been so
strangely omitted from the 'End of the Century' legend.